CHAPTER   FIVE
The Dance

MARIA had no real licence for San Gaudenzio, yet the
peasants always called for wine. It is easy to arrange in
Italy. The penny is paid another time.

The wild old road that skirts the lake-side, scrambling
always higher as the precipice becomes steeper, dimbing
and winding to the villages perched high up, passes under
the high boundary-wall of San Gaudenzio, between that
and the ruined church. But the road went just as much
between the vines and past the house as outside, under the
wall; for the high gates were always open, and men or
women and mules come into the property to call at the
door of the homestead. There was a loud shout, *Ah - a
-a-ah-Man-'a. O-O-Oh Pa'oT from outside,
another wild, inarticulate cry from within, and one of the
Fiori appeared in the doorway to hail the new-comer.

It was usually a man, sometimes a peasant from Mu-
giano, high up, sometimes a peasant from the wilds of the
mountain, a wood-cutter, or a charcoal-burner. He came
in and sat in the house-place, his glass of wine in his hand
between his knees, or on the floor between his feet, and
he talked in a few wild phrases, very shy, like a hawk
indoors, and unintelligible in his dialect

Sometimes we had a dance. Then, for the wine to
drink, three men came with mandolins and guitars, and